>Carol Pingrey thought a lot about her life lately.
>Years after years of time spent in colleges, and for what?
>Her dad had gotten her a shitty secretary job in his company, where none of her schooling was put to use.
>Her coworkers all immediately typecasted her as a lazy leech, who only got the job because of nepotism.
>Her personal life was a disaster as all her friends had moved onto real careers in their fields.
>Twenty four years old and all she had to show for it was a messy loft apartment and a cat she barely liked.
>Oh, and the stack of emptied wine bottles, can’t forget that!
>What made it all even more unbearable was the boredom.
>The company was on a nasty downslope lately, and she hadn’t taken a call in weeks.
>But she couldn’t go on vacation…what if things suddenly picked up?!
>And so Carol Pingrey was stuck taking a “desk vacation”, staring at pictures of exotic locales courtesy of google.
>The woman barely noticed the ding of the elevator announcing someone coming onto the floor.
>But she did slowly become aware of a heavy breathing right in front of her desk.
>A quick alt-tab hid her dreams of getting away from work, as her attention moved to the intruder. Her eyes shot up to the man’s face and Carol had to stop breathing.
>His hair was snow white, but his face wasn’t so round anymore…a pronounced jawline and blushed cheeks showed how young the man was, despite how old his hair looked.
>He was tall, easily several inches taller than Carol even when she wore heels. It was obvious he had grown up big and strong.

>But his face was a disaster of emotions. The man’s eyes darted every which way, only stopping to match her gaze for a brief moment before looking away.
>Carol couldn’t believe this was happening, and almost gagged as Lincoln finally spoke.
>”I uhh…I’m sorry if this is creepy but I uhh….found this place on facebook.” Lincoln immediately apologized for the lengths he had gone too, in his endeavour to track her down.
>”But I just got…accepted i-into police foundation at state college and…and I’m set to graduate highschool in June.” His voice cracked and wavered, but Carol listened with rapt attention.
>As did the other people working in the office, as Lincoln and Carol developed a small crowd around them.
>”I turned eighteen a few months ago but I-I didn’t have the guts to come here yet and….oh! Oh I’m so sorry! Forget I ever came here!” Lincoln shouted as he screwed his eyes shut and was about to turn around for the elevator.
>Carol shot up from her chair and knocked a cup of pencils to the floor as her hand shot for his wrist.
>She couldn’t talk, but nothing in the world was going to stop this from happening. Lincoln took the hint that he still had business here, and turned back around to stare the older woman right in the eye.
>”Carol, I’m going to…I’m going to be a cop one day. And then I wanna be a detective. I want to…I want to be someone you can be proud of.”
>The woman nodded, gulping audibly in anticipation for what was coming.
>”I never forgot about you, and I…I hope you never forgot about me and….Oh god! I can’t do this anymore!”
>Lincoln reached into one of his pockets and whipped out a tiny box, slamming it onto the desk with a cry.
>”Will you marry me?!”